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the matter themselves nor expect you to be excited
about it, but are simply making talk. I could see that
Miss Tweedletop  thought I knew as much about
the Berkshire Beasts as she and every one else did.
By this time they were much closer, and I could see
that  they  were  a   dark   green  colour   and  rather
wrinkly and shiny, not unlike something between a
cheap kind of lady's handbag and one of those foul
and unnatural editions of the poets that are bought
only as presents; but many thousands of times bigger
than  the  most  capacious   handbag  or  the  largest
edition of Tennyson ever known. They looked bigger
than ever.   And then I noticed that every one of
them, male or female, old or young, was wearing
spectacles.  Yes, spectacles, rimless spectacles of the
kind affected by very intelligent, well-informed per-
sons.   They were, of course, much larger than our
spectacles; indeed, I noticed that each lens of the
spectacles worn by the adult monsters was about the
size of an ordinary dinner plate.   As the creatures
turned their heads, their glasses gleamed and flashed
in the sun.  I did not see anything very droll in all
this; I remember that I thought it a little odd at the
time, but nothing more; indeed, unless I am mis-
taken, it appeared to me that the creatures, peering
through or over their glasses at us, looked more
sinister than ever.

All this I noticed, of course, during the brief interval
of time when Miss Tweedletop made her remark.
And then, instead of owning that I knew nothing